THE TRAIN
table was a half-mended child's stocking, stretched over
a wooden spoon. In the corner was a child's tricycle
with one pedal broken. ... There was no sense in mending
it, his son had grown, now he would need a bicycle,
Danilov went out on to the porch, sat down on the
step and began to smoke. He sat there smoking and
thinking with nobody to disturb him, nobody to distract
his attention. Slowly, serenely, he thought of Dusya, of
his wife ... thought of her with gratitude, almost with
tenderness. A star winked faintly in the tender sky.
A freshness rose from the earth ... Dusya's voice sounded
from the street. Panting slightly, she was saying angrily:
"If you'd been a good boy, you'd have told him:
'Don't teach me a lot of foolishness, Uncle, I don't need
a catapult,.and you'd do better to go to work, instead of
teaching boys to be naughty.' "
* /Pan^ovxlid not £o to meet them, he sat there on the
step, his arms round his knees.
The boy,was the first to run in-through the gate.
Dusya followed him, a heavy sack on her back. The lad
saw the man sitting on the step and slowed -down to a
walk, then s^wer still, he stopped, laughed and said
with embarrassment:
"Daddy...."
He had grown tall and thin, he was sunburned, and he
had no front teeth.
Dusya gasped, dropped the sack and sat down on it,
as though she had no strength to go any further.
Danilov rose, embraced his son and kissed his cropped
head. Then he went to his wife,
"Get up," he said. She rose, he picked up the sack and
carried it into the kitchen, followed by his wife* Silently,
with trembling hands she took the shawl from her head
and tidied her hair.
Danilov pressed the switch, the light went on and
illuminated the happy face of has son and the aged one of
his wife.
And Danilov said—tenderly, repentantly and wearily:
"Well, tell me how yo^s^E- getting on-,. "

